The Reaper
Tekrit, and seeing it on the map only forty miles north of
us, had suggested a visit. S. and Peggy however, take a
more enlightened interest in ruins than I do, and were
reluctant to be drawn from Samarra, till we discovered
that there was no ferry across to the ruins of the western
bank. There is no bridge over the Tigris all the way
between Baghdad and Mosul; when the river rises com-
munications are apt to be interrupted by the flooding of
the lower lands, and the popularity of government here will
depend on whether or no Samarra gets a bridge. Mean-
while we had either to return to Balad or drive north to
the ferry of Tekrit and thence downstream upon the western
ruins; and having naturally decided to do this we started
off with a policeman beside us, and began the day in the
happiest orthodox manner with a puncture just beyond
the town.
There is nothing like this early, almost inevitable puncture
to put one into that adaptable and leisurely frame of mind
essential to enjoyment in the East.
The day was fine. Malwiya, the great tower, stood
squat in a sky filled, it seemed, with litde white shining
particles of light. A shepherd boy was reaping corn in a
small hollow, a pocket of moisture, evidently, in the un-
watered barrenness of the rest of the landscape. He had a
round, half-moon sickle with three rings jingling loose